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dismal swamps I lived, sir, five long years,—a cave for my
home during- the day. I wandered about at night with the
wolf and the bear,—sustained by the promise that my good
Susan would meet me in the j)ine woods at- least once a week.
This promise was redeemed, I assure youj to the letter, greatly
to my relief. I had partly become contented Avith my mode of
life, and had made up my mind to spend my days there ; but
the Avilderness that sheltered me thus long took fire, and re-
fused longer to be my hiding-place.

" I will not harrow up your feelings by 'portraying the
terrific scene of this awful conflagration. There is nothing
to which I can liken it. It was horribly and indescribably
grand. The whole world seemed on fire, and it appeared to
me that the day of judgment had come ; that the burning
bowels of the earth had burst forth, and that the end of all
things v/as at hand. Bears and wolves, scorched from their
mysterious hiding-places in the earth, and all the wild in-
habitants of the untrodden forest, filled with a common dis-
may, ran forth, yelling, howling, bewildered amidst the
smoke and flame. The very heavens seemed to rain down
fire through the towering trees ; it was by the merest chance
that I escaped the ^devouring element. Eunning before it,

and stopi^ing occasionally to take breath, I looked back to
behold its frightful ravages, and to drink in its savage mag-
nificence. It was awful, thrilling, solemn, bevond compare.
When aided by the fitful wind, the merciless tempest of fire
swept on, sparkling, creaking, cracking, curling, roaring, out-
doing in its dreadful splendour a thousand thunderstorms at
once. From tree to tree it leaped, swalloAving them up in its
lurid, baleful glare

; and leaving them leafless, limbless,
charred, and lifeless behind. The scene was overwhelming,
stunning,-nothing was spared,—cattle, tame and wild, herds
oi swme and of deer, wild beasts of every name and kind,—
huge night-birds, bats, and owls, that had retired to their
homes in lofty tree-tops to rest, perished in that fiery storm.
The long-wiuged buzzard and croaking raven mingled their
dismal cries with those of the countless myriads of small birds
that rose up to the skies, and were lost to the sight in clouds


